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CHAPTER 1.

ONDER THE CUEREY THER
P to the days of Indlana's early
statehood, procably as late e
I1B20, there stond, In what Is
now the beputiful Httle ity
Vincennes on the Wabash, the de-
¥ing remaant of oo old and curiously
arkxl clerry tree known ns the
ussillon tree, e corisler de Mousieur
oussailon, as the French nbhabltants
Bed i, which us long s [t lived bore
rult remorkaiile for dehuess of davor
nd peculiar durk raby depth of color.
he exnct spot where this noble old
Hing trom In belle Fonoee Sourighed,
lined and died cannot be certaloly

Inted out. for in the rapld and happy
with of Vipeennes many landmarks
¢ notable, ninong Wwem le cerisler
Monsieur Roussillon, have been de-
yed dnd the spots where they stood,

e¢ familine to every eye in old Vin-
nes, are pow loet in the pleasant

gonrfusion of the new town.

© The old, twisted, gim  embossed
=~ gherry tree survived every other dis-
: {shing feature of whut was oncve
i most pleturesque  and  romaotic
p in Vineennes. Just porth of it
1, In the early French doys, a low,
ibliug ealin surrounded by rode
ndas overgrown with gmapevipes,
Bx was the Rousslllon place, (he most
ptentions home in atl the Wabash
Buntry. Ite owner wik Gaspand Hons-
Bllon, a sucerssful trader with the o |
ans, He was riclh, for the e :mil;
p place, intgential a degree, nd
an  of education, who had
ught with bim 1o the wildernpess g
pundic of books amd o taste for remd-
.
It 15 pot known Just when Vincennes
Sras Aret founded, but wost historians
pnke the probable date vory early in
Ehe eclghtecnth veniury, sOmew Here (108
een 1T10 aod 1730 In 1810 the
- waailion ohoerry tree was thought by
i distipgulshied botanleal letter writer
o e at least Nfty years old, which
SSyould make the date of its planting
i ﬁbum 1730, Certaluly, as shown by the
e staioed fuolly records upon which
fhis story of ours I based, L wos A&
~ Bouristilug and wide topped tree In
ecuriy sumuner of 1778, I8 branches
mdod 1o deooplog with lusclous frult.
i low dil the dark red clusters hang
on¢ point that s tall young girl
nding on the ground casily reaclied
best ones amd nide Ler lHps purple

fil thwlr Juiee while she ate them,

That was long npe. mepsured by

Lot has cotie to puss ot the gentle

roll of rieh eountyy from which Vin-

Wiebash, The

o

sOLoe

nnex overfooks e
Mew town Houristies notably and Is
mppearnpee wnrks the Intest Hmit of
progress, Electrie cars In [ls sirects,

electrie llghis In lts beautifal homes,
the roar of rallwny tralns coming und |
golong Ju all divections, bleycles W Ll
ing hither and thither, the most fash-
lonable of  equipages Trom
brougham to peny phaeton, wake the
days of Hintloek gous and buckskin
trousers peeid npes down the past, and
yet we are looklng back over but a
lttle wore thuk 120 years to s Allce
Roussillon stnoding under o clivery
tree and ho'ding Wigh a tempring clus-
Lter of frult, while s short bumpbacked
Lyouth looks up with louglng eyes and
alnly reaches for It. The tableau s
pot werely rustic; it s primitive.
“Jump!” the girl & saying In French,
“Jump, Jean; jump bigh!" {
“You, thut was very loug ago, in the
when women lightly braved what |
1] strongest men would sbrink from

Allce HReusslllon was tall lithe,
gly knit, with an almost perfect
i re, Judging by what the muaster
‘sculptors carved for thw form of Vauus,
and bher face was comely and winuing,
iIf not sbsolutely beavtifol; but the
time adfl place were vigorously indi- !
eated by ler deess, which was of
conrse stuff and slmply desigonml, |
Plaluly she wne u child of the Amer
“lean wilderness, 8 daughter of old Vin: |
cennes on the Wabash lo the thue that
tried wen's =ouks,
“Jump, Jean!” sbo cried, her face |

pghing with a show of cheek dim- |

an arching of fApely xetched
® and ihe twinkling of large blue |
gray eyos |

“Jump high aod get them!” ‘

While she waved her sun browned
‘hand helding the cherries aloft, the
breeze blowing fresh from the south- |
west tosssd ber hale 8o that some loose
strands shone ke rimpled flames,

The sturdy Mitle bunchback did leap
with surprising wsctivity, but  the
treacherons brown hand went higher,
#0 high that the combined altitude of
fls jump and the resch of his unnat-
urally loig urms was overcome. Agnln
and agnin be sprang vainly into (he
alr comically, like a long legged, squat
bodied frog.

“And you brag of your agility and
wirength, Jean™ she laughlugly re
marked, “but you can't take chervies
when they are offered o you, What a
clumsy bungler you arel™ J

w] ean cllmb and get some ™ he wald.
with a hideously happy grin, and lm-
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clinging and strugglisg, until his hands
clawed Ip the soft earth at the tree's
root, while she beld bis captive leg al
mont vertieally erect.

It was o show of great strength, but
Allee looked guite unconsclons of it

| lnughing merrily, the dimples deepen

lug In her plump cheeks, hor forearm,
now bared to the elbow, gleaming white
and shapely, while Itsa muscies rippled
on account of the Jerking and kicking
of Jean.

All the time she was holding the cher-
riea high iu her other hand, shaking
thew by the twig to which their alender
stoms attnched to them and saying in a
Fweelly tantalizing tone;

“What makes you climb downward
after cherries, Jean? What a foollsh
fellow you are, indeed, trying to grab-
bie cherries out of (he ground, as yon
do potatees! I'm sure 1 didn't suppose
that you knew so little as that.”

Jean, the hunehback, was n musenlar
Httle deformity and a wonder of good
nature. How long he might have kept
up the hopeless struggle with the girl's
Inviscible grip would be hard to guess,
His release was cansed by the approach
of n thind person, who wore the robe
of a Catholle priest and the conntenanee
of a man who had lived and suffered a
long time without much loss of phys-
feal strength and endurance.

Thizx was Pere Boret, grissly, short,
compact, his face deeply loed, his
mouth decldedly aslant on mecount of
some lost teeth, and hin eyes sot deop
under gray, shagey brows, Looking nt
lilm when his features were In repose
n Urst lmpression might not have been
fuvornble; but seelng him wsmile or
bearing im speak changed ayerything.
Hi= volee wing sweetness iaelf, and his
gmile won you on the instant. Some-
thing Uke a pervading sorrow always
seemed to be close bebind lils eyes and
under his speech; yet be was a genial,
sometimes nlmost Jolly, man, very
prone to jolu in the lighter umusements
of Lis people.

“Children, ¢ildren, my children,'” he
called out ns he approached nlong a
lttle puthway leading up from the di-
rection of the church, “what are you
doing now? Hab there, Allce, will you
pull Jenu's leg off ™

At first they did not bear bim, they
were so nearly deafened by their own

| voeul discords.

“Why are you standing on your bead
with your feet so high in air, Jean?
he added, “It's pot a polite attitude
in the presence of a young lady, Are
you a pig. that you poke your nose in
the dipe?”

Allce pow turned ber bright bead
and gave Pere Beret a look of ftrmnk
weleome, which at the same thine alint
& beam of willful self assertion

*“Aly daughiter, are you trying 1o help
Jean up the tree féet foremost? the
priest added, standing where be Lad
balted Just ontside of the straggling
yard fence.

He hiad bis hands on bis hips and
wik quletly chocklng at the scene be-
fore himy, us oone who, although old,
symwpathized with the pataral and

harinless sportivencss of young people
and would as UHef as not Join In &
prunk or two.

“You see what 'm doing,
Beret,”

Father

sald Alice. "1 mm preventing

“Jump high send get them I

a great damage to you. You will maybe
ke o good tpany cherry ples and
Aumplings ® 1 let Jean go.  He woas
ellmblug the tree to pilfer the frull,
w0 1 pulled him down, you understand.”

“Ta. ta™ exclalmed the good wan
shaking his gray head; “we must rea
son with the ¢hild, Let go his leg
dangbter. 1 will vouch for Lim: eh
deount”

Alloe releasssl the hunchback, ther
langhed guyly and tosssd the closter of
cherries Into bis band, whereupon he
hegan munching thew voraclously wnd
wiking at the same time.

“1 knew [ could get them,”™ be boast
o, “and see, | have them now'

- L - o

Sid froms the look' of the sky yonder,®
pointing southward, 1t In goiog
briyg on a storm. Bow s Mme. Rows
slllon today v

“8he W complaining as she vasually
does when she fechs extremely well”
mid Allee. “That's why | bad to take
ber place at the oven and bake ples 1
got hot und chme ont to cateh a bil of
this breege.  Oh, but you seedn’t sulle
and look gresly, Pere Boret, the ples
At pot for your tedih!”

“My danghter, | am not & glotton. 1
epe. | hud meat not twoe houes since
—some brolled young sguirrels with
sress, sont we by Itene de Roaville, e
pever forgets his old father.”

“Oh. 1 never forget you elther, mon
pere. 1 thought of you today every
flne § spread u crust and flled It with
e¢horrion, and whou I took out a ple, nll
brown nnd hot, the rd Julee habbling
out of 1two good sinelling and tempring.
do you know wlat I sald to myself 7"

“How could I know, my child¥"

“Well, I thought this: ‘Not & single
bite of that pis does Fatlier Beret got ™

“Why so, iny daughtery”

“Becnuse your sald it was bad of me
W read povels, and told Mother Rovs
willon to hide them feom me. 1've had
any amount of trouble about 11"

“Ta, ta! Tead the good books that 1
gnve you. They will soon Kill the taste
for these silly rouances”™

“1 tried,” sald Allce,
hard, and I no uke.  Your books are
dull and stupldly heavy. What do 1
eare about, something that a gqueer lot
of saints did bundreds of years ago Io
times of plague and famine? Sainis
must have been poky people, and It ls
poky people who care to rend about
them, 1 think, I like reading sabout
brave, herote men and beautitul wom-
oen, and war and love.”

Pere Beret looked away with a curl
ous expression in hig face, his oyes balf
closed.

“And U'll tell you now, Father Beret,”
Allce went on after a pause, “no mere
claret and ples do you get untll 1 can
have my own sort of books back ngnin
to read ag | please.” She stamiped her
moccasin shod foot with“Qecided en-
orgEy

The good priest broke Into a hearty
lmugh, andMaking off his cap of grass
straw, wechunieally s¢rstehed his bald
hend.

Although, ns Father Beret bnd sild,
the sun's heat was vielent. causing
that gentle soul to pass his bundled
handkerchilef with s wiplng clrcular
motlon over his bald and bedewed
pute, the wind was momently freshen
ing, while up from behind the trees on
the borizon beyond the river a cloud
wae riging blue black, tumbled and
grim agalnst the sky.

“Weoll” sald the priest, evidently try-
fng hard to exchange his laugh for a
look of rogretful resigoation, “you will
have your own way, my child, and"—

“Then you will have ples galore and
po end of cluret!” she interrupted, at
the sume time stepping to the withe
tied and peg latched gute of the yard
and openlog it. “Come in, you dear,
good futher, before the rain shall be
gin, and sit with me on the guallery™
(the erecle word for veranda) “ull‘
the storm |s over."

Thére wae not o plmtugruplwr*l
camera to be had In those days, buot
what If a tourist with one in hand
conld have been thers to take A snap
ghot at the priest aod the walden as
they walked arm in arm to that squat
lttle wersnunda! The plcture today
would be worth lts weight in n flrst
water dinmond. It would include the
cabin, the cherry tree, a gllpse of
the raw, wild backgroum] and a sharp
portralt group of 'ere Beret, Alloe and
Joan the hunchback, Eick of us cun
sev them, even with closed eyes. L
by that wonderful guide, lmagination,
we step bock a century and woere to
look over a scone at once stravgely ot
tractive and unspeakably forlorn,

What was 1t that drow people away
from the old conntries, from the cliles,
the villuges nnd the vineyards of bosu
tiful France, for exatple, to dwell In
the wilderness, ambkl wild beasts and
wilder savage Indinns, with a rude
eabiin for a home and the exposures
and hardslips of ploneer life for thelr
dally experience?

Men ke Gaspard Roussillon are of
a distinet stamp. Take him ne he wan

“I tried very

Born in Frunee, on the banks of the
Rhone uwosr Avigoon, he came as a
youlh to Canady, whegsee he drifted ou
the tide of milventure this way amd
that, wutil nt lust e found bimseif. |
with o wife, ut Post Vingennes, that |
lnely picket of relighon and  trede |

withclh wos 10 becoiue the evuter of viy

Himlng envrgy for the grent northwest
ern tervhiory. M. Roussblon Lad bo |
eltdldren of Lils own; &0 his kKind leeart
ty twn futberiess nud
Alew, |

TR

ofriiiel  freels
i bortres wlfs
HWie vicbee]l  Homsslon
back. J™n (g IO (T T
yusprs old wlion be adopted. ber, o child
of Protstngl parents, while Jean Lnd
been taken, when 4 more babe, affer
his perenie had heen Killed nnod m'nrwd|
Ly bwlinns. Muine. Roussillon, o profes
wlonal mvalid, whoss appetite never )
falled aui) whose mwotherly Kindpess ¢x
pressed (il ont  often  througl
struins of moaotancius faisetto scold
ipg. was o woan of litthe educution
and bo refipenent; whille ber hushnnd
clung tenacionsly to ks love of bhooks.
especia lly tlue  roduLpoes  faosl (D
vogud when lw took leave of Frapee

Thess werw
rnd the
was Iwelve

t

M., Boussiilon bhad been, I a Way
Altos's tencher, thongh not greatly o
elined to abet Pather Beret o L

kipdly vffurts o ake 8 Catholle of tis
girl, und wost treachenoasly disposed
towand ile good priest In the tatter o
his woll iueant ailumits 10 prevent he
froin rending and reregding the wlore
sadd rommpess  But for many week
past Gaspard Kowsillon bad beso ab
sent froto botase, ook .og after kis trad
Ing schewmes witis the Indlaps, and 'er
Beeet, ncting on the suggestion of the
proverh ahout the absent cat and tu
playing mouse, bad formed an alliaba
offouaive snd defensive with Mine
Roussillon. o which r. was atrieth

[ thought alomd:

e
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tipuinted That all novéla add fomances
were 10 be forelbly taken and securely
bidden awny from Mie. Allce; which,
to the best of Mme, Roussillon's abll-
ty, had accordingly been done,

Now, while the wind strengthoned
and the softly booming summer shower
enme on apace, the Leavy clond lifting
ar It mdvanced and sbowing under It
the dark gray sheet of the raln, Pere
Berel and Allee sat under the elap-
board roof behind the vines of the ve
ennda An? discussed what was genor
pily uppertoost In the priest’s mind
tpon such oceaslona, the good of Allce's
frmortal soul—a sabject notl absorbing-
b interesting to her at any thioe

AL, my chikl"” he wag saying. “yoo
are o osweet, good girh after nll, much
boetter thun you wake yourself out to
be,  Your duty will eontrol you. Yoo
will do It nobly ar last, wy child.™

Troe enough, Father Heret, truae
enough!”  she  responded,  langhing.
“Nour percoption e most exceellent,
whilch 1 will prove to you immediatoly.”™

She rose while speaking and went
lnto the house,

“1 will teturn in a mhmt’v or two."”
she called back from a reglon which
'ere Beret well Koew was that of the
pantry.  “Don't get lmpatient amd go
awny ™

Pere Beret lnughed softly at the pre
posterous  suggestion that he wonld
oven deeam of golng out In the rain,
which wns now roaring beavily on the
loose bogrd roof, and miss a cut of
elierry ﬁr—- a cherry ple of Allee's
ninking! And the Roussiton claret,
oo, wak alwiys excellent. "“Ab, chlld,*
be thought, “your old father Is not go-
Ing away."

She presently returned, bearing on a
wooden tray o raby stained ple and a
short, stout bottle fanked by two
Rlawses,

“Of cotrse 'm better than [ some
times nppear 1o be,” she sald nlmost
humbly, but with mischlef wtill In her
volew and oyes, “and 1 shall get to be
vory good when 1 bave grown old, The
sweetness of wy present oaatuee s In
this ple

She set the tray on a three legged
stool which she pushed closs 1o hilm,

“Therv, now,” she sald, “lot the raln
come.  You'll be happy, raln or shine,
while the ple and wine lust, 1I'll be
bound.™

Pere Deret fell to eating right heart-
iy, meantime haoding Jean s MWherad
ploce of the lusclous ple.

“It e good, my daughter, very good,
Indesd” the priest remarked with his
wouth fall, “Mwmwe, Ronssillon has not
neglected  youk  culinary  education™
Allce filled a glass for him. It was
Bordenux and very fragrant. The bou
guet reminded bim of hils sunny boy.
bood In Frunce, of his journey up to
Paris and of his earvless, joy brimmed
youth in the gay city. How far away,
bhow misty, yet bow thrillingly sweet it
all war! He sat with half closed eyes
awhile, sipplug and dreaming.

The ruln lusted nearly two boors, but
the son was out again when Pere
Beret took lenve of his young friend.
They had been having another good
natured quarrel over the novels, and
Mme, Roussilion hid come out on the
veranda to join In

“I've hidden every book of them,"
sald modome, n wtout and swarthy
womnan, whose pearl white teeth were
her only mark of beauty., Her voloe
fndieated great stubbornoess,

“"Good, good; you have done your
vory duoty, madame,” said Pere Beret,
with lmmense approval In hils charm-
lng volee,

“But, father, you mald awhile sgo
that I sbhould have my own way about
thin," Allee spoke up with spirit, “and
on the strength of that remark of
yours I gave you the ple and wine
You've vaten my ple and swigged the
wine, and now"”

1'vre Beret pat on Lis straw ceap, ad-
Justing it carefully over the shinlng
dome vut of which had comée wo many
thoughts of wisdom, kivdness nod hu-
wan sympathy, This done, be gently
Wwid & hand on Allee's bright crown of
halr nnd sald:

“Rless you, my child, T will pray o
the Prince of Petce for you as long us
1 Hye, and | will never cease (o beg
the Holy Virgin to lutercede for you
and lead you to the boly church.”

He tarmed and went away, ot when
he was no farther than the gute Alles
ealled out

My, FPather Rerel, | foargol to show
Yot somethdng™

Bhe ran forth to him and added In a
low tone

“STou know that Mme, Ronsalllon has
bidden all the novels from me.”

Bl wus fumblipg to get something
ot of the losse front of her dress

“Well, just inke n glance at this, will
you? apd ahwe sbhowed him a Hthe
lenther bound voltimse, much eencked
aleong the hloges of the back.

Pere Reret frowned and went bis
way swhaking his bead, buat befors he
resched Lis little hut pear the chureh
he was luughing In spite of Limself,

“Khe'n not eo bad, not so lwd'" he
I's only her young,
lndependent spleit taking the bit for a
wild run. la ber sweet soul ke s an
poidd ok shie s pure”

CITAPTER 11,

A LETTEL FROM AFAR.
LTHOUGH Fatlior Beret was
for many years n misslonary
on the Wibash, wmost of the
e a0t Viocspues, the faot
thatl po wention of hlm can e found
fn the records s bol stranger than
many othor things connected with the
old town's history. e was, ke nearly
all the wen of s calling (o that day,
8 self effacing and modest hero, ap-
purently quite uuswars that he de.
sorved uitestion, e and Father
Glbeult, whose name s 50 beautifully
and nobly connected with the stirring
wehilevements of Colonel George Hogers
Clark, were closs friends snd often
eompanions, Probably Fether (Hbault
himeclf, whose fame will pever fude,
would bave been today as checue &
Fatber Beret Lul for the epportually

the list of herolc putriots who
In winning the grest northwest from
the English.

Vineentwes, even in the earlleat days
of Atn hiwtory, somohow Kept up onme
munication nmd, considering the oin
oumstances, close rolations with Now
Dricans. It waus much nearer Detralt,
but the Lowilslunn colony utood NExt (o
France in the imagination ami loaghug
of priests, voyngeurs, courenrs de bols
and reckless advenfurers who lhsd
Jatin blood In thelr velos.  Fatber
Beret fiest cume to Vineennes froum
New Orleans, the voyage up the Misals.
wippd, Ohlo and Wabash In a pirogue
lusting through a whole summer amd
fur into the autwmn.  Bince his arcivad
the post hind experienced many viclesi
tudes. and at the time In which our
story opens the Britlsh sovernment
elnlmed right of domiplon over the
great tervitory draloed by the Wabash,
and, Indeed, over a lurge, Indefinitely
outlined part of the North Awmerican
continent Iylng above Mexivo, n elnlm
just 1then being vigorously questionsd,
Mintlock 1o hand, Ly the Anglo-Ameri
ean colonles

Of vourse the bandtul of French peos
ple at Viocennes, #o far awny from
every center  of  Information and

“Here & a lettar for yow, father™

wholly occupled with thelr trading
trapping and missionary work, were
late floding out that war existed be-
tween Eogland and hef colonles, Nor
Ald It really matter much with them,
ope wuy or nnother. They felt secure
In thelr lonely situation, and so went
on selling thelr trinkets, weapons, do
mestie boplements, blankets and Ine
toxicnting Hguors to the Indisns, whom
they held bonpd to them with a power
nover posseased by uny other whilte
dwellers in the wilderness, Father
Beret was probably  subordinate to
Fathor Gibault, At all events the lat-
tor appears to have had nominal charge
of Vincenmes, apd i can seareely bLe
doubitad thut be left Pather Beret on
the Wabash while he went to live and
Whor for a tme at Kaskaskia, beyond
the plulos of Hlinols

It is & curicus fact that refllglon and
the power of rum and brapdy worked
togothor successfully for a long tme
In giving the Freoch posts almost ab-
solute Influence over the wild and wav-
age men by whom (hey were nlways
surrounded, ‘I'ie good prlests dopre-
ented the traMe In liguors and tried
Land to control i, but soldlers of for
tune and reckless traders were in the
mujority, thelr intorests tnking proced:
ence of all spiritual demands and ears
rying everything along, What could
the bwnye mwisslonories do but make the
vory wst of a perilous sltuation?

But If the offect of rum as n hev.
erage had stroog allurement for the
white man, it made an absolute slave
of the Imlian, who pever hesituted for
8 moment to undertuke any task, no
matter how hard, bear any privation
even the most terrible, or brave sy
datiger, althougly It might  demamd
reckioss desperation, if in the end »
woll fllod bottle or Jug uppeared as
his reward,

Of oourse the traders did’'not over
loark snich a sanree of power,  Aleoholl
Haguor beewine thelr Wuglement of ol
ot mgloal work In controlling the
Hves, hors gl resonrces of (he In
dinos. The priests, with tholr enptivat
Ing story of the crom, udd 8 lurge in
fupniee In softening savage Batures
und avertiog wany an awful dauges
bist, when everything else falled, rim
plways catue o the rescuie of o threat-
enmt Froneh post

We need pot wopnder, then, when we
are told thoet Father Heret made no
wgn of distress or disapproval upon
belng Informed of the arrival of &
bout lomded with rum, brandy or gin
1t was Heos de Houville whio brought
the news, the wime Rene alrendy nen.
tlotl an baving given the priest »
pliate of squirreis. Ho wans sitting on
the doorwill of Father Reret's bt
whin the old meh reachind It after his
visit ai the Houssillon bome and held
I bie hand o letter whileh be appeared
prood e dellver

“A Datteny und seven men with a
srgo of Ngnor eawe during the min®
be sald, rislug and taking off his cu
rlous cup, which, wade of an animal’s
o, bnd a tall Jauntlly dangling from
its crown tip. “and bere ls o letter for
you, futher, ‘The baiteau ls from New
Orleans.  Bight wen started with I
but one went ashore te bhuot and was
killed by an Indlan.”

Father Boret took the letter withom
apparent lnterest aod sald:

*Thauk vou, my son, sit down agein
the door log s not wetter than the
#ools Inside; I will ait by you™

The wind had driven a flood of miln

“Ah, the poor sonk!" sighod Father

Beret, sponking as one whose thoughts

wure wandering far away.

“Why don't you rend your letter,
Father ™ Kene ndided,

The priest started, tumed the solled
mpuare of paper over in his Band, then
thrant (t {aside hils robe,

I con walt,” e salde. Then, chung.
Ing his volep: “The squirreld you gave
me were oxeellant, my son It wis
good of yon (0 think of me.” he wdded,
ying his hund on Rebe's arni,

“Oh I'm glad If 1 bave pleased you,
Father Reret, for you are so kind o
e alwaye, aod o everybody., When 1
kitled the squirrels | sald to myself:
“These are youug, julcy asd tender;
Father Boret must bave thesa' so I
brought them along."

The young man rese to go, for ho
wan somebow (mpressed that Fathor
Heret must wish opportwaity to read

his letter and woukl prefer to be left

alone with {t. But the priest pulled
him down again

YEiay awhile,” e sald, "1 bave not
had a ik with you for some tlne."

Rene looked a tritie unessy.

“You will not drink sny tonlght, my
son,” Father Boret added. “You mast
not, Do you hear?”

The young tnun's eyes and mouth at
onve begnn fo have a wallen axpres-
won, Bvidently be was not phleassd and
felt rebetilons, but it wes haed for him
to resist Fathor Beret, whom he loved,
ns did every soul i the The
prioat's volce wis sweet and bey
yer positive (o a degree. Rene did
Ry 0 word,

“Vromise e thiat you will not tasts
Hguor tis pight, Father Beret went
on, grasping the Young man's arm
fliemly. “Promise me, my soh; promise
wie,’

St Hene wan allent.  The men did
not look ut each other, but gased away
neross the country biyond the Wabasb
to where o glory from the western sin
flamed on the apper rim of a great
clond fragment creeplog slong the horl-
#on.

“Eh blen, 1 must go,” sald Nene pros-
ontly, getting to his feet nimibly and
eviading Father Beret's basd, which
wouldl have held him,

“Not to the river howse, my son?
salil the priest appes Hogly.

“No, not there. | have nnother letter]
one for M'alen’ Roussilion. 1t came by
the bont too. 1 go te give it to Mine.
Rousstlion."

Rene de Ronville was & dark, won ther
stalned youug fellow, noither tall nor
whort, wearing  buckskin mocensines,
trousors and tunie.  His eyes were dark
brown, keen, guick moving, set well
under heavy brows, A mxor had prob-
ably wever touched his face, and his
thin, curly beard erinkbl over his
strongly tumed cheeks and chin, while
his mustachos sprang out guite Dereery
nbove Lis full Hpped, almost sensunl
woutlh.,  He looked wiry nid active, 8
wan pot to be lightly reckoned with Ip
A trinl of bodily strength and will
power,

Futhier Beret's face and volee chang:
ofd on the lnstant. e awghod dryly
and sald, with a sly gleam In his eyos:

“You could spend the evening ples
antly with Mme. Howsdllon aud Joa
Jean, you know, M a very amusing fel
kow."

Hene brovght forth  the letter of
which he had wpoken and held Boup be.
fore Father Boret's faee.

“Maybe you think | haven't any let-
ter for M'slen’ Rowsilon,” be blurted,
“and waybe you mre gulle cortaln that
I am nol golng to the houss W luke the
mmlll

“M. Rounsilion b abwent, you kuow,"
Fathor Veret waggested. “Bat cherry
plea nre Junt an good while he's
as when be's at bome, aod | happen
know, that there nre some partioula
delicious ones In the pantry of M
Honsatllon., Mile. ANoe gave we »
Iunley wample, bt then | dere sny you
Ao nol oire 1o have your ple servisd by
bor hand. It wonld interfere with
your appetite,  Eh. my son v

Hene turpod shorl sbout® waggiog
Lix Lend nod leghing, aod s with his
Fock to the priost he steode away elong
the wit path lendtbng to the Rotwsiblon
plaoe,

Futher Beret ghaod after bl his
face reluxing o u seriovs expression
In which a trace of sadacse and gloom
wprend ke an elucive rwilight. e
took out his letior, but did el glance
at I shply bholding 1t dghtly grigpe
1o his sinewy rlght bamd.  Then Lis
old eyes stared vacuntly, s eyos do
when thelr sight s cast hpck mnny,
many yenrs oo the past.  'Fhe mls
slve winx from beyomd ihe sod-lie
knew the handwriting -a waft of the
flowers of Avignon seemid 6 rise sut
of It, as If by ibhe pressure of lLis
grasp.

A stoop shouldered, burly man went
by, leading o pelr of gonts. a kid fol
Jowing. e was making hasts exeitsd
Iy, keoping the goats at & lvely trot

"Bon jour, VPere Beret," e finng
out breeally, and walked raplily on.

YAh, ub; Lis mind bs busy with the
newly arrived carge” thought the ol
priest, returning the salutation. “His
throat aohios for Hguor-—the poor man ™
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